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SYNOPSIS. <

Cowboys of the Flying Heart ranch are
over the loss of their much-
rized phonograph by the defeat of thelr

J heartbroken
| »

% c¢h ion In a foot-race with the cook of
'1. the Centipede panch. A house Pa‘.rtr is
| on at the Fiyi Heart. J. Wallingford

Epeed, cheer leader at Yale, and Culver
ate champlon run-
elen Blake, Speed’'s
nterested In the losus
h. She suggests to Jean
the owner of the ranch,
Covington, her lover, to
back the phonograph. Helen declares
§ g' ngton won't run, Speed will
he cowboys are hilarious over the pros-
Speed and his valet, Larry Glass,
Helen Blake asks
sed to her as an &th-
| lete, to race agalnst the Centipede man,
peal to Wally,

and Tearing that Helen will-jl find him out,
He insists, however, that he
enfered as an unknown, flguring
ovington will arrive In time to take
begins tralning under
The ladles fix up train-

ner, S S er-solls

- oF thy Bha o]

o B
win k

at 1If Covi

r ?l‘ea?ner ;thg'ag:s arrive.

| 'The cowboys join in the a

consents,
shall
that
8 place. s d
Glass's dlrectﬁ)e:.
Ing quarters for Speed.

CHAPTER VIl.—ontinued.

“No, indeed,” Jean corrected, “he
will merely use this room to train in.”
room?”

! “How do you train in
Stover asked her.

a

“Why, you—just train, I suppose.”
“How

Miss Chapin turned to Glass.
does a person train in a room?”

3 Why, he—just trains, that's all. A
guy can't traln without tralpin' quar-

ters, can he?"

“We thought it would make a nice

eymnasium,” offered Miss Blake.
“Looks like business.”
miration was keen.

our bets,”

“How much have you /wagered?”

esked Fresno.
“More'n we ean afford to lose.”

Blake said, enthusiastically.

“I got Qallagher to play some rec-

ords for me.”
" ‘Silas on Fifth Avenue'?
“SBurs! And ‘The Holy City,
Willle stayed out by the

of a woman,

. Tull of sentim@nt.”
4 Fresno spoke sympathetically.

\ “It's a fortunate thing for you fel-
lows that Speed came when he did.
I'm anxious for him to beat this cook,

! and I hate to see him so careless with

' his training.”
“Careless!” cried Helen.

. “What's he done?’fmquired Stover.
[F “Nee#Mg, so far. That's the trouble.
He's sure he can win, but”"—Fresno
shook his head, doubtfully—“there’s
No
he

such a thing as overconfidence.
matter how good a man may be,
#hould take care of himselfl.”

“What's wrong with his trainin*?”

demanded Glass.

“I think he ought to have more rest.
it's too noisy around the house; he

<an't get enough sleep.”

“Nor anybody else,” agreed Glass,
meaningly; “there’s too much singin’”
“Music
eoothes me, no matter how bad it is.
Last night when we come back from
the Centipede Mr. Fresno was singin’
“Dearie,’ but I dozed right off in the
middle af ft. An’' it's the same way
They like it. It’s part

“That's funny,” said Stover.

Mwith cattle.
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Stover's ad-
“l rode over to

Gallagher's place last night and laid

“But you aren’t going to lose,” Miss

too!
barb-wire
fence; he didn't dast to go in. When 1
come out I found him ready to cry.
That desperado has sure got the heart
I reckon he’d commlit
murder for that phonograph—he's so

“Ain't Me Mo Champeen?”
of s mn;s
* herd Lo
- ‘melody.”

"We

|
~ chanees,” argued the youug man,
|'“Thmummuhustake. Am |

right, Mr. Glass?”

|

|

|

|

.
‘P

y whea he's night-ridin’
n the atmosphere with

‘.can't afford fo spoil Speed’s

Now, like most fat men, Lawrence
lass was fond of his rest, and since
s arrival af the Flying Heart his

eeping-hours had boen shertened con-

erably, so for once he agreed
& Californfan. -

@nd I'll sleep here with him i you'll
t a eouple of cofs in the placa”
"“But suppose Mr. Speed won't ' do

(3 guestioned Miss Blake, :

said Jean. '

o don't whibt to ses him defeat| “Ti

- “wp questlon about it,” gaid he1

“You .26k him, and ke won't retue.“ 1

LOf course Il do my best, if yo
think it's really important.” :

“Thank you,” sald Stover gratefully,
while Fresno congratulated himeself
upon an easy victory.

The two girls took Speed's trainer
with them, and went forth in search of
the young man.

“It's up to you fellows to see that he
gets to bed early,” said Fresno, when
he and Stover were alone.

“Leave it to us. And as for gettin’
up, we turn ouf at daylight. I don’t
reckon he could sleep none after that
if he tried.” Stover pointed to the
striped elastic cofls of the exerciser
against the wall. “I dida't want to
speak about it while they was here,"”
said he, “but one of them young ladies
lost her garters.”

“That’s not a pair of garters, that’s
chest-weight.”

“Jest wailt for what?"
“Chest-weight—chest-developer.”
“Oh!” Stover examined the device
curiously. “I thought a chest-develop-
€r came in a bottle”

Fresno explained the operation of
the apparatus, at which the cowman
remarked, admiringly:

"That young feller is all right, ain’t
he?”

“Think so?"

“Sure! Don't you?"

Fresno explained his doubts by =a
crafty lift of his brows and a shrug.
“I thought so—at first.,”

Stover wheeled upon him abruptly.
“What's wrong?”

“Oh, nothing.”

After a pause the foreman rema ked,
vaguely: “He's the intercollegit c{mm-
peen of Yale.”

“Oh no, hardly that, or
have heard of him.”

“Ain't he no champeen?”

“Champion of the running broad
smile and the half-mile talk perhaps.”

“Ain’'t he a foot-runner?”

“Perhaps. I've never seen him run,
but I have my doubts.”

“Good Lord!” moaned Stover, weak-
1y.

“He may be the best sprinter in the
country, mind you, but I'll lay a little
bet that he ecan't run a hundred yards
without sustenance.”

“Without what?”
“Sustenance—something to eat.”

a

I would

eat,” said the mystified foreman.

“You don't understand. However,
time will tell.”

“But we ain't got no time. We've
made this race ‘pay or play,’ a week
from Saturday, and the bets are down.
We was afrald the Centipede would
weleh when they seen who we had, so
we framed it that way. What's to be
done 7"

Again Fresno displayed an artistic
restraint that was admirable. “It's
none of my business.” sald he, with a
careless shrug.

“I—I guess I'll tell Willie and the
boys,” vouchsafed Bill apprehensively.
“No! no! Don't breathe a word
I've gaid to you. He may be a cracker
jack, and I wouldn’t do him an injus-
tice for the world. All the same, I
wish he hadn’t broken my stop-wateh.”
“D’ you think he broke it a-pur
poge?”

“What do you think?”

Stover mopped the sweat from his
brow.

“Can't we time him with a ordinary
watch "

“Sure. We can take yours.
be exact, but—"

“I ain't got no watch. I bet mine
last night at the Centipede. Willie's
got one, though.” ' -
“Mind you, he msay be all right,”
Fresno repeated, reassuringly; then
hearing the object of their discussion
approaching with his trainer, the two

It won't

'| strolled out .through the bunkroom,
{ Btover a prey to a new-born susplicion,

dresno musing to himself that diplo-
macy was not a lost art. .
“You're a flne friend, you are!™
Speed exploded, when he and Glass
were inside the gymnpasium. “What
made you say ‘yes?'"
“1 had to.”
“Rot, Larry! You . played into
Fresno’s hands deliberately! Now I've
got te spend my evenings in bed while
he gits in the haminock and sings
‘Dearie.’ ” He shook his head gloomily.
“Who knows what msy happen?”
“It will do you good to get some
sleep, Wally.” -
“But I don’t want to sleep!” cried
the exasperated suitor. “I want to
the way from New York to sle2p? I
can do that at Yale.” : e

~“Take it from me, Bo, you've got
‘plenty of time to win that dame. Eight
hours is & workin’ day anywhere.”
Glase chuckled. “The whole thing is
& hit, Look at this joint, for {nstance.”

' He took in their syrroundings with a

hensive gesture. “It looks about
ke & contortionist. ' Why don't you

{vpon the lonesome

“Well, we've got plenty for him to|

| patiged.

end, a mandolin has proved tw be
Ijany a young man's ruin”
~ Glase examined the bow of ribbon

3 - g =¥

piece of exercising
apparatus, 1 '
"It looks like the trainin’-stable for
the Colonial Dames. What a yelp this
Ilace would be to Covington or any
other athlete.” :
"It s pot an athletic gymnastum.”
fipeed smiled as he lighted a cigarette.
“It I8 a romantic = gymnasium. ~As
Riocrates once observed—"

“Socratgs!, I'm hep to him,” Glass
faterrupted, quickly.. “I trained a

up on all that stuff. “Secrates was the
-~the Hemlock Kid.”
“Hxaetly! As Socrates, the Hem-

A lock Kid, deftly put it, in Hoc signa-

ture vintage.'”

“I don't get you.”

“That is archaic Seandinavian, and,
translated, means, ‘Love cannot thrive
without her bower.'”

“No answer to that
eh ™" \

“Hardly time.”

“Better wire Covington again, hadn’t
you? Mebbe he didn't get it?”

“1 promised Mrs. Keap that I would,
but—~ Speed\ lost himself abruptly
in speculation, for he did not know ex-
actly how to manage this unexpected
complication: - Of ope thing only was
he certzin; It would require some
thought. A

“Say, Wally, stppose Covington
don't come?

“Then I shall sprain my ankle,”
said the other. “Hello! What in the
world—"

Btill Bill Stover and Willie came into
the room carrying an armiul of lum-
ber. Behind them followed Carara
with a huge weoden tub, and Cloudy
rolling a kerosene barrel.”

“Where do you .want it
inquired the foreman. ;

“Where do we want what?”

“The shower-bath.”

“Shower— 1 didn’t order a showenr
bath!"

“No; but we &im to make it as pleas-
ant for you as we can.” ]

“If there is anything I abhor, it’s 8

telegram yet,

“You just got to have one. Mr
Fresno said all this gymnasium lacked
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Sai &
Carara Followed With a Huge Wood
en Tub,

was & shower-bath, a pair of scales,
and a bulletin board. He said you'd
eure need a bath after workin’ that
chest-developer. We ain’t got no
scales, nor no board, but we'll toggle
up some sort of a bath for you. The
blacksmith’'s makin’ a squirter to go
on the bar’.”

“Very well, put it
wish. 1 sha'n’'t use it.”

“I wouldn't overlook nothin’, if I
was you,” said Willie, in-even milder
tones that Stover had used,

“You overwhelm me with these lit-
tle attentions,” retorted Mr. Speed.

"“Where you goin' to run today?” in.
quired the first speaker,

I don’t know. Why?”

‘“We thought you might do a hun
dred yards agin time.”

“Nix!"” interpesed Glass, hurriedly
“I ecan't let him overdo at the start
Besides, we ain’t got no stop—watch.".,_i

“I got a reg'lar watch,” said Wiilie;
“and I can catch you pretty close
We'd admire to see you travel some,
Mr. Speed.” :
_ But Glass vowed that he was in
charge of his protege’s health, and
would not permit it. Once outside,
however, he exclaimed: ‘““That’s more
of Fresno's work, Wally! I tell you;
he's Jerry. He'll rib them pirates to
clock you, and if they do—well, you'd
better keep runnin’, that’s all.”

“You can-do me a favor”
Speed. “Buy that watch.”

“There's other watches on the farm,”

“Buy them all, and bring me the
bill.” _

Hefore setting out on his daily
grind, Speed announced to his train-
er that he had decided to take him
along for company, and when that
corpulent gentleman rebeiled on the
ground that the day was too sultry,
his employer would bhave none of it,
so together they trotted away later in
the morning, Speed in his silken suit,
Glass running flat-footed and with
great effort. But once safely hidden

wherever you

said

and selecting a favorable resting place,
Speed lighted a cigarette
Glass produced a deck of cards from
his pocket, and they played seven-up
Having covered five miles in this ex-
hausting fashion, they returned to the
ranch in time for luncheon. Both ate
heartily, for the exercise had agreed .
witlr them. : 1 ,

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
Extravagance Wasted,
“What's doing?”’ asked the tall
plumber. “You're all dolled ﬂ?" "Had |
a date with my best girl,” explained

it?” “I showed up all

Cireek professor once and got wised |-

gents T

shower-bath!” exclaimed the athlete. |

from view, they dropped into a walk, |

| gratulating himselt upon the impulse
_that had decided him to follow the

er. “But aren’t you {

right, but she wasn't there” “That |
s chair and & mandolin?” | wa - | h
e -I. 3 g :

OPYRIGH
SYNOPSIS,

Cowboys of the Fiying Heart ranch are
heartbroken over the loes of their much-
prized phonograph by the defeat of their
champion in & foot-race with the cook of
the Centipede ranch. A house party Is
on at the Flying Heart. J. Wallingford
gpéed. cheer leader at Yale., and Culver

ovington, inter-collegiate chiamplon run-
ner, ares expected. elen Blake, Speed’s
sweetheart, becomes interested In the loss
of the phonograph. Bhe suggests to Jean
Chapln, sister of the owner of the ranch,
that she induce Covington, her lover, to
win back the phonograph. Helen declares
that if Covington won't rurm Speed will
The Cowboys am: hilarfous over the pros-
pect. Speed and his valet. Larry Glass,
trainer at Yale, arrive. Helen Blake asks
Speed, who has posed to her as an ath-
lete, to race aguainst the Centipede man.
The cowboys join In the appeal to Wally,
and fearing that Helen will find him out,
he consents. He insists, however, that he
shall be entered as an unknown, fliguring
that Covington will arrive in time to take
his place. Fresrno, glee club singer from
Stanford university and in love with
Helen, trics to discredit. Speed with the
ladies and the eowboys.

CHAPTER VIII.

AWRENCE GLASS was be-

ginning to llke New Mexico.
Not only did it afford a
tinge of romance, discern-
able in the deep, haunting
eyes of Mariedetta, the
maid, but it offered an op-
portunity for financial ad-
——— Vancement—as, for instance,
the purchase of Willie's watch. This
timepiece cost the trainer twenty-one
dollare, and he sold it to Speed for
double the amount, believing in the
luck of even numbers. Nor did young
BSpeed allow his trainer's efforts to
cease here, for In every portable time-
piece on the ranch he recognized a
menace, and not until Lawrence had
cornered the market and the whole
collection was safely locked in his
trunk did he breathe easily. This re
quired two days, durlng which the
young people at the ranch enjoyed
themselves thoroughly. They were
halycon days for the Yale man, for
Fresno was universally agreeable, and
seemed resigned to the fact that
Helen should prefer his rival’'s eom-
pany to his own,

Asg for Glass, he recounted tales -of
Mariedetta’s capitulation to his em-
ployer, and wheezed merrily over the
discomfiture of the Mexican girl's for
mer admirers.

“She’s a swell Httle dame,” he con-
fided to S8peed cne afternoon, as they
iounged luxuriously In the shade at
thelr customary resting place.” “Yes,
and I'm aces with her, too.” They had
set out for thelr daily run, and were
now contesting for the seven-up =su-
premacy of the Catskill mountains, Al
ready Glase had been declared the un-
disputed champion of the Atlantic
coast, while Speed on the day previous
bad wrested from him the champion-
Bhip of the Mississippi valley.

“But Mariedetta is dark!” said the
college man, as he cut the cards. “She
is almost a2 mulatto.”

“Naw! She's no dinge. She’s an
Aztec, an’ them Aztec's is swell peo-
ple. Say, she can play a guitar like a
barber!” .

“Miss Blake told me she was in love
with Carara.”

Glass grunted contemptuously. “I've
got it on that insurrecto four ways.
Why, I'm learning to talk Spanish my-
self. If he gets lossy, I'll cross one
over his bow.” 'The trainer made a
vicious jJab at an imaginary Mexican.
“He ain't got 2 good-wallop in him.

continued QGlass, “but It’'s a mistake.
That little Willia, for instance, is a
lamb. He packs that Mauser for pro-
tection, He's afiaid some farmer will
walk up and poke his ¢ye out with a
corn-cob. One copper with a night-
stick eould stampede the whole out-
fit. But they're all right, at that"
he acknowledged, magnanimously.
“They're a nice hunch of fellers when
you know how to take 'em.”

“The flles are awful today,” Speed
complained. “They bite my legs.”
“I'll brisg out a bath robe tomor:
row, and we'll hice it in the bushes, 1
wish thHere was some place to keep
this beer cool!” Glass shifted some
bottles to a point where the sunlight
did pot strike them. 2
“I'm getting tired of training, Lar
ry,” acknowledged the young man,
with a yawn. “It takes so much time.”

“Seems like we'd ought to hear from
Covington,” said he,

“He's on his wey, no doubt. Ism't it
time to go back to the ranch?”

Glass consulted hls watch. “No, we
din’t done but three miles. Here goes
for the rubber.” - ~© =
- It was Berkeley Fresno who retreat-
‘ed cautiously from the shelter of a
thicket a hundred yards up the arroyo
and started briskly humeward, con-

tine. He made directly for the corral:
1 i . - - ] 3 - - r
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“I_thought cowboys was tough guys,” |

Glass shook ki3 head in sympathy. |

-| “You
| the

|

|

|
Simply because he don't go shally-
hootin’ around in the hot sun ain't ro
sign he e¢an't run.”

“What about them empty beer
bottles ?”" demanded Willle. “No fel-
ler can train on that siuff. 1 went out
there myself and seen 'em. There was
a dozen."

“Mebbe Glass drank it. What I
claim is this: We ain’t got no proof.
Fresno is stuck on Miss Blakse, and
he's a knocker.”

“Then let’'s git some
dam’ quick.”

“81, Senores,” agreed Carara, who
had been an interested listener.,

“I agree with you, but we got to be
careful—"

Willle grunted with disgust.

“—we can’'t go at it like.we was kil-
lin’ snakes. Mr. Speed is a guest here.”

Again the -little gun man expressed
kis opinion, this time in violet-tinted
profanity, ard the other cowboys
jolned in.

“All the same he is a guest, and no
rough work goes. I'm in charge while
Mr. Chapin is away, and I'm responsi-
ble.l.’

“Senor Bill,” Carara ventured, “the
fat vaquero, he is no guest. He is one
of us.”

“That's right,” seconded Willie.
“He's told us all along that Mr. Speed
was & Merc-ry-footed wonder, and 1f
the young feller can’'t run he had
ought to have told us.”

Mr. Cloudy showed liis understand-
ing of the discussion by nodding si-
lently.

“We'll put it up to him in the morn-
ing," sald Stover.

“If Mr. Speed ecannot r-r-run, w'at
you do, eh?” questioned the Mexican.

Nobody answered. Still Bill seemed
at a loss for words, Mr. Cloudy stared
gloomily into space, and Willie ground
his teath.

On the following morning Speed
sought a secluded nook with Helen,
but no sooner had he launched himself
fairly upon the subject uppermost in
his mind than he was disturbed by a
delegation of cowboys, consisting of
the original four who had waited upon
him that first morning after his ar-
rival. They came forward with grave
and serious mien, requesting a mo-
ment's interview. It was plain there
was something of more than ordinary
importance upon their minds from the
manner in which Stover gpoke, but
when Helen quickly volunteered to
withdraw, Speed checked her.

“Stay where you are; I have no se-
crets from vou,” sald he. Then noting
the troubled face of the foreman.
quoted impatiently:

“‘You may fire when ready, Grid-
ley.' iy

Still Bill shifted the lump in his
cheek, and cleared his throat before
beginning formally.

“Mr. Speed, while we honor vou a
heap for your accomplishments, and
while we belleve in you as a man and
a champeen, we kind of feel that it
might make you stretch your legs
some If you knew just exactly what

proof, and

4

Sraih ¥

Retreated Cautiously From the Shel
ter of a Thicket. 3

this foot-race means to the Flying
Heart outfit.” . _ ; |

“l assured you that the Centipede
cook would ba beaten,” said the col- |
lege man, stiffly. '
inquired the girl. =
Stover bhowed, “It had sure ought to

be, and we thank you for them new|
aksurances. You see, our spiritual on-

rest 18 due to the fact that Humpy

Joe's get-away Jeft us broke, and we

banked on-you to pull us even. That

first experience Htrained our credulity

to ‘the bustin® poiut, and—well, in,

Joplin.” '
“Missouri,” sald Willie.
" “My dear sirs, I can't prove that you

‘day of the race. However, if you are

aln’t got the rig
ir," Btover e
onbearable

" “Isn’t Mr. Speed’s word sufMcient?” |

‘words of one syllable, we come from | time to read the papers as you u
‘ A [have we'd know just as much
politics and other things as you

are going to win your wagers until the | just as much time as L

: _broke to start with, I don’t see how | have time enough even to get

e =% =1 -'IJ - Sl ™ _."v._ ; ttolﬁﬂﬂlmu L 1 .

“Which I don’t consider r_there’s nolge can expec x __t,mmmmm women's page, e beanty exper,

; ied. “Outside of | fashion notes, the marriages, the
ntimely of losin’ | vorce news :dtht *w

‘twice to this Centipede outflt, which {often have to skip the death

a month’s wages In advance, and we
have put it up. Moreover, I have bet
my watch, which was presented to me
by the officials »f the Santa Fe for
killin"™ a pair of rosd-agents when I
was depity sherif.”

Miss Plake uttered s lttle scream,
and Speed regarded the lanky spesicey
with new interest.

{ “It's & Waltham movement, solid
gold case, eighteen Jjewels, and en-
graved with my name.” .
“No wonder you Guige ft.,”
Wally.

“l1 bet my saddle,” infermed Carara,
in his slow, soft dlalect. “Stamyp/
leather wit® siiver filagree. It is more
dezr to me than—well—I love it ver’
much, senor!” ;
“Seems llke Willie has made the
extreme sacrifice,” Stover followed up.
“While all our boys has gone the
limit, Willle has. torped ’em all: he's
bet his gun.”

 “Indeed! Is it a good weapon 7"

“It’s been good to me,” said the it
tle man, dryly. “I took it off the guiv-
ering remains of a sheriff in Dodge
City, up to that time the best hip shot
in Kansas."”

Speed feit a cold chih steal up his
spine, while Miss Blake went pale and
laid a trembling hand upon his arm.

“You see it ain’t intrinsic value so
much as association and sentiment
that leads to this interview,” Stover

egaid

continued. “It ain’t no joke—we don't
Joke with the Centipede—-and we've
relied on you. The Mex here would

do murder for that saddle Carsra
nodded, and breathed something in his
own tongue. *“I have parted with my
honor, and Willie is gamblin’ just as
high.”
“But 1 notice Mr—Willle still has
his revolver.,”
“Sure I got it!"” Willie laughed, ab-
ruptly. “And I don’t give it up till we
lose, mneither. That’s the
standin’.” His voice was surprisingly
harsh for one so high-pitched. He
looked’ more like a professor than
ever.
“Willie has reasons for his caution
which we respect,” explained the
spokesman.
J. Wallingford Speed, face to face
with these serious-minded gentlemen,
began to reflect that this foot-race
was not a thing to be taken too
lightly.
"1 can’t understand,” he declared,
with a touch of irritation, “why you
should risk such priceless things up-
on & friendly encounter.”
“Friendly!”™ cried Willie and Stover
in a tone that made their listeners
8asp. "The Centipede and the Fiviang
Heart is just as friendiy as a pair of
wild boars.”
“You set, it's a good thing we wised
you up,” added the latter.
Carara muttered fiercely: “Senor,
worka five year' for that saddie. 1
am a good gambler, &1, si! but I keel
somebody biffore I lose it to the
Centipede.”

“And is that Echo phorograph worth
all this?” inquired Helen.
“We won that phonograph at risk o)
life and limb,” said Willie, dozgedly
“from the Centipede—"
~“—and twenty other outfits, senor.*
“It's a trophy,” declared the foro-
man, “and so long as it ailn't where it
belongs, the Flying Heart is in dis-
grace."”
“Even the 'Leven X treats us scorn-
full!” cried the smallest of the trio un-
grily. “We're a joke to the whole
state.” .
“I know just how these gentlemen
must feel,"” declared Miss Blake, (act-
fully, at which Stover bowed with
grateful awkwardness.
“And it's really a wonderful in:
strument,” said he. “I don’t reekon
there's another one like it in the
world, leastways in these parts.
You'd ought to hear it—clear ss a
bell—="

“And sweet,” said Willie. “God! lt's
sure sweet!”
“I begin to feel your loss,” said

Speed gravely. “Gentlemen, T can only
assure you I ghall do my best.”

“Then you won't take no chances?”
inquired Willie, mildly,

“You may rely upon me to take care

of mysell.”

“Thank you!” The delegation moved:
away.

“What d' you think of Bim?* in-

guired Stover of the little man ip

glasses, when they were out 6f hean-
ing.

“I think he’s all right,” Willie hesi

tated, “only kind of crazy, like all eass

ern boys. It don't seem credible that"
no sane man would dast to bluff afier-
what we've sald. He'd be flyin’ in the-
face of Providence.”

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

. Got in a Quiet Knock.
When Joaquin Miller, the Poet of
the Slerras, edited the Fugene Regis-
ter, he ran a joke cclumn that im-
etill remembered among Eugene vet-
erans, _
“Miller,” said an aged Eugenist,
“used to like to roast the coal man.
Thus, I remember how, in a descrip-
tion of a wedding, he once wrote:
- “'‘The presents offered the bride
were unusually sumptuous ané abumx
dant. Consipcuous among them was:
& ton of coal. This won general ad-
miration and approval by reason of ita
cuaint, old-fashioned massiveness, 3
being much heavier thin th> tons of
coal .of the present day.” i T

- ! _;\
SRR By &
Mrs, Knagg—If we women had the

Mr. Knagg—But, my dear, you hﬂ%
Mrs, Knagg—Nonsense!
with the household department,
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